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Mr.  Chipman  says  that  If  the  guard  had  discovered  the  chocolate  we 
should  have  been  forced  to  surrender  it  or  to  eat  It  right  on  the  spot.  Then  we 
drove  to  Pons  Fabrlcus  ,  the  bridge  of  Horatius  fame.  Not  the  original  but  the 
present  bridge  is  supposed  to  be  situated  just  where  stood  the  old  bridge. 

Looking  down  we  saw  the  Cloaca  Maxima  (  great  sewer  ),  the  house  of  Lorenzo, 
the  temple  of  the  Vestal  Virgins  (  not  the  real  one  where  the  light  was  constantly 
kept  burning  ) . 

Then  we  drove  to  the  Pincio  Hill,  the  fashionable  portion  of  Rome.  Then  we 
went  to  another  Roman  pearl  manufactory  where  we  saw  the  women  at  work  really 
making  the  pearls.  We  naturally  could  not  resist  buying  some  then  back  we  flew 
to  a  place  where  we  had  gotten  out  from  the  carriages  and  our  Italian  guide,  who 
was  much  interested  in  my  letters  to  the  Bishop,  was  tearing  up  and  down  the 
street  wildly  peering  first  into  one  shop  then  into  another  looking  for  me.  When 
he  spied  me  he  said,  "You  know  you  are  the  most  important  lady  to  get  to  the 
Hotel.  "  That  he  really  did  not  mean,  for  what  he  was  trying  to  say  was  this  - 
it  is  of  more  importance  that  you  hurry  back  to  the  hotel  than  that  of  any  others 
hurry  for  you  have  an  engagement  with  Mr.  Chipman  to  go  to  the  Vatican  at 
7:00.  I  reached  the  hotel  shortly  after  6:30.  Mr.  C-  and  I  drove  to  the 
Vatican  ,  reaching  there  about  five  minutes  to  seven.  We  ran  the  gauntlet  of 
about  a  dozen  Swiss  guards  and  finally  were  admitted  to  a  waiting  room 
where  we  surely  did  wait  madly  on  with  about  two  dozen  others.  Finally  a  sour 
looking  priest  came  forth  and  read  my  letter. 


